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put his thrusts by on this side and that,
till he drew back again foiled. Again and
again he dashed at the doorway, and again
and again Gaspar pushed him back

" Ach! who is the better man ? " grunted
Gaspar, and now he attacked in his turn,
and drove Vermeil backwards round and
round the room.

" Who is the better man ? " he asked
again, and Vermeil flashed hate at him
from bloodshot eyes.

" Shall I call a guard, your honour ? "
cried the innkeeper from the doorway.

"Guard? Gottl No/'grunted Gaspar,
a grim smile on his face as he played with
his foe Round the room they went once
more, and then came a quick flash of steel,
Vermeil's sword crashed against the wall,
and Gaspar, flinging his own away, jumped
at him and sent him reeling to the ground
And then, with Gaspar's knee on his chest
and Caspar's hands at his throat, he heard
Gaspar say.

" See him swinging, wriggling in the sun-
light, with the jerky shadows on the ground I
Ach I So Now you may call a guard/'